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"FIX  BAYONETS !"

" OH, que j'aime le militaire! " sighed the old French
song, no doubt with a touch of frivolity; but the
sentiment moves us all. Sages have thought the army
worth preserving for a dash of scarlet and a roll of
the kettledrum ; in every State procession it is the
implements of death and the men of blood that we
parade; and not to nursemaids only is the soldier
irresistible. The glamour of romance hangs round
him. Terrible with knife and spike and pellet he
stalks through this puddle of a world, disdainful of
drab mankind. Multitudes may toil at keeping alive,
drudging through their scanty years for no hope but
living and giving life; he shares with very few the
function of inflicting death, and moves gaily clad and
light of heart. " No doubt, some civilian occupations
are very usefuiy said the author of an old drill-book ;
I think it was Lord Wolseley, and it was a large ad-
mission for any officer to have made. It was certainly
Lord Wolseley who wrote in his Soldier's Pocket-Book
that the soldier " must believe his duties are the
noblest that fall to man's lot " :

" He must be taught to despise all those of civil life. Soldiers,
like missionaries, must be fanatics. An army thoroughly im-
bued with fanaticism can be killed, but never suffer disgrace ;
Napoleon, in speaking of it, said,c II en faut pour se faire tuer,' "